64                  A DIGIT OF THE MOON*

DAY 10.

THEM the King said to Rasakosha: My friend,
now nine days are gone^ and I begin to fear: and
certainly, I never will forgive you If I lose my
darling. For she looks at me now, not as she used
to look, but kindly, as if she also felt the pang of
separation. Now, therefore, devise some cunning
question that she cannot answer, while I endeavour
by means of the portrait to keep my soul from part-
ing from my body till to-morrow. So the King
passed the night in a state of doubtful perplexity,
gazing at the portrait. And when the, sun rose, he
rose also, and got somehow through the day, aided
by Rasak6sha and the garden. And when the sun
set9 they went again to the hall of audience. And
there they saw the Princess, clad in a robe of daz-
zling white, and a bodice studded wfth amethysts,
and her crown and other ornaments, sitting on her
throne. And she looked at the King and drew
a long breath, and the King sank upon a couch,
speechless and fascinated, under the spell of her
beauty. Then Rasakdsha came forward and stood
before her, and began again:

LadyM, there lived formerly in a certain village,

a The point of this crafty little story almost evaporates in
translation. It is artfully contrived to entrap the Princess